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On Reading With Love 

There are, you see, at least two ways of reading a work of philosophy. 

You can see it as a box with something hidden inside and start looking for what it 
signifies, you can confine the text to an explicit meaning—a practice of crude and self-
aggrandising reductionism. Then, if you’re even more perverse and stubborn, you can 
treat the next work like another box contained in the first or containing it. And you can 
annotate and interpret and question, and write a book about the book, and so on and 
on. You know the drill, it’s all very rigorous. Maybe you even get rich.

Historicisation—fumbling, anxious, musty, unoriginal. Such indulgent misanthropies play 
a patiently repressive roll in the non-history of philosophy—it’s philosophy’s own version 
of the Oedipus complex: “You can’t seriously consider saying what you yourself think 
until you’ve read this and that, and that on this, and this on that.”

Or, there’s this other way of reading. You see the work as a little non-signifying machine. 
Your only question is: “Does it work, and how does it work?” So how does it work for 
you? If it doesn’t work, if nothing comes through, you try another book.

It’s a strange process, thinking, reading for ‘yourself,’ because it doesn’t at all come with 
seeing yourself as an ego or a person or a subject. We find a real name for ourselves, 
rather, only through the harshest exercise in depersonalisation—by opening ourselves 
up to the multiplicities everywhere within us, to the intensities running through us all.

A name born as the direct awareness of such intensive multiplicities is the opposite of 
depersonalization effected by this historicisation of philosophy—it’s depersonalisation 
through creativity rather than subjection. 

For what ‘I’ say comes from the depths of my ignorance, the depths of my own 
underdevelopment. ‘I’ become a set of liberated singularities, words, names, eyes, 
hairs, fingers, skin, things, animals, events—quite the reverse of a celebrity, ‘I’ melt.

Now listen here. This second way of reading, of thinking, it’s intensive—something 
comes through, or it doesn’t. There’s nothing to explain, nothing to understand, nothing 
to interpret. You plug into an electric circuit. You are a computer.

There are people, ‘I’ know them. People who’ve never read a single work of philosophy 
who immediately see what a body without organs, a desiring-machine, or a plane of 
immanence are, given their own ‘habits,’ their own ways of experiencing these things, 
their own ways of becoming in the world.



As you can see, this second way of reading, thinking is quite different from the first 
because it relates a work directly to what’s Outside. A work—a work like this one—is a 
little cog in a much more complicated monastic machinery. Writing is but one flow 
among others—painting, dancing, singing, laughing, fucking. One flow with no special 
place in relation to the others. Writing comes into fluid relations of currents and 
countercurrents, eddies and flows, more subjective flows—flows of words, flows of 
action, shit, sperm, money, technology, politics, anxiety, and so on and on. 

Our outside, or at least one of our outsides, is a mass of people who are fed up with the 
ways in which capitalism diverts and syphons off these flows. We’re trapped because 
we generally continue in producing and reproducing capitalism at every level even after 
we’ve started to question the efficacy of its directives—to historicise, to demand of a 
work explicit meaning, something specific hidden within the box, is to read and to think 
on capital’s terms. 

But this more intensive way of reading, a perpetual depersonalisation in constant 
contact with what’s outside the work, is a deterritorialising flow meeting other flows, one 
machine among others, as a series of experimentations for each reader in the midst of 
events that have nothing to do with writing. 

To do this is to eat with your hands, to tear a book into pieces, getting it to interact with 
other things, absolutely anything—this is reading with love. And it is the only way to read 
and to think about philosophy as far removed from the terms dictated by capital as 
possible.

  
This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike 4.0 
International License.

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/

